AGONIZING DEATH BED

gnawed by despair, struggling against the approaches of this
terrifying death for which she was quite unready, Vintimille
at last called for a confessor. He hurried to the room: in great
agony she hiccoughed her soul forth in a last convulsion in
his arms, before she could receive Absolution for her sins.
And when the confessor came to tell Madame de Mailly, he
fell dead himself.

The King was thunderstruck. He choked and sobbed be-
hind the curtains of his bed. He would see nobody; the corpse
of the woman whose body he had killed, and whose soul he
felt he had sent to eternal perdition, was thrown in an empty
coach-house of the palace. Vintimille's face was so contracted
with the pangs she had endured that it took the efforts of two
men to hold it in place for the making of the death mask.
The post-mortem revealed no trace of poison.

As no guard had been set to watch the coach-house, her
remains, already fast decaying, were atrociously maltreated
by the children and valets of Versailles.

For some time nothing could distract Louis: he would flee
sobbing from the supper table of his friends. He would talk
of Hell and Death; suddenly he would say he was glad to
suffer from an attack of rheumatism in expiation of his sins,
and then relapse to frost-bound silence. Madame de Mailly,
who bore him no grudge, was there to console him. She
became his mistress again. But as it has been said, 'after some
time of this rapprochement^ this association of tearfulness and
funereal sensuality', that terrible boredom of which he was a
victim dug its talons into him more fiercely than ever, and he
sought elsewhere for something to galvanize him. His glance
fell on yet another sister of Madame de Mailly, Madame de la
Tournelle, a young widow of whom he had said on first seeing
her: 'Mon Dieu, how beautiful she is P Even in his amours
he was a creature of habit: those who handled him most
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